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V. willing Muſe begin thy Lay, 

+ The Annals of a female Day. 

" How could it come into your Mind, 
To pitch on me of all Mankind, 

| Againlt the Sex to write @ Satyr, 
And brand me for a Noman- Hater? 
Oz me who think them all ſo fair, 
They rival Venus to 4 Hair ? 
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Journal of a Modern Lady. 


was a moſt unfriendly part, 
lsa you who ought to know 
my heart, 
Are well acquainted with my 
— 
or all the female eommonweal: 
low cou'd it come into your mind, 
go pitch on me, of all mankind, 
painſt the ſex to write a ſaryr, 
Ind brand me for a woman-hater ? 
Jo me, whoythink them all ſo fair, 
vey rival Venus to a hair? 
heir virtues never ceas d to ſing, 
oce firſt I learn'd to tune a ſtring. 
thinks J hear the ladies cry, 
ill he his character belye ? 
Inſt never our misfortunes end? 
d have we loſt our only friend? 

h lovely nywphs, remove your fears, 
more let fall thoſe precious tears. 
oner the hound be hunted by the hare, 

an I turn rebel to the fair. 

WI was you engag'd me firſt to write, 
n gave the ſubject out of ſpight: * 
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The Journal of a modern Dame 

Is by my promiſe what you claim: 

My word is paſt, I muſt ſubmit; 

And yer perhaps you may be bit. 

I but tranſcribe, for not a line 

Of all rhe ſatyr ſhall be mige. 
Compell'd by you to tag in rbimes, 

The common ſlanders of the times 

Of modern times; the guilt is yours, 

And me my innocence ſecures. 
| VUnwilling muſe begin thy lay, 

The annals of a female day. 
By nature turned to play the rake wel 


= we ſhall ſhew you in the ſequel) 


he modern dame is wak*d by noon, 
Some authors ſay, not quite ſo ſoon : 
Becauſe, though ſore againſt her will, 


| She fat all night up at @#adrill. 


She ſtretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
Aud asks if it be time to-Life ; ' 
Of head- ach, and the ſpleen complains ; 
And then to cool her heated brains, 
(Her e and her ſlippers broug 
er,) N | | 9 
Takes a large dram of Citron- Water. 
Then to her glaſs; and Betty, pra 
* Don't I look fright fully to-day ? 
© But was it nor confounded hard? 
Well, if I ever touch a card: _ 
Four Mattadores, and loſe Codill! 
* Depend upon't, I never will. 
But run to Tom, and bid bim fix 


Ke The ladies here to night by ſix,” 


If you'll redeem the ſilver cup 


Vonr dreſſing- plate, belli be content 


© My husband left to pay for coals: 


Dear madam, you are grown ſo hard, 


T5) 
Madam, the Gold{mith waits below 
He ſays, his buſineſs is to know 


He keeps in pawn; why ſhew him up.” 


To take, for intereſt cent. per cent. 
And, madam, there's my lady Spade 
Hath ſent this letter by her maid. 
Well, I remember what ſhe won; 

© Aud bath ſhe ſeat ſo ſoon to dun? 


Here, carry down thoſe ren piſtoles 


© I thank my ſtars they are all light; 
Aud I may have revenge to-night.” 


Now, loit'ring o'er her tea and cream, 


She enters on her uſual theme; 
Her laſt night's ill ſucceſs repeats; 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats: 
She ſlipt Spadillo in her breaſt, 
Then thought to turn it to a jeſt. 
There's Mrs. Cutt and ſhe combine, 
And ts each other give the ſign. 
Through every game. purſues her tale, 
Like hunters oer their evening ale. 
Now to another ſcene give place, 
Enter the folks with ſilk and lace; 
Freſh matter for a world of chat ; 
Right Indian this, right Macklin that; 
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Obſerve this pattern, there's a tuff! 


I can have cuſtomers enough. 


This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard; = 
Toda nana: | 


— 


Paadaw, if there 
| ever lo d ſo Che 
HIS buſineſs * fan. 


be truth ; 


in mag. 


When 
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When frighted at the clam'rous crew, 
Away the. god of ſilebce flew, 
And fair diſeretion leſt the place; 
And modeſty with bluſhing face : 
Now enters over-weeniog pride, 
And ſcandal, ever gaping wide. 
Hypocriſy. with frown tevere, - 
Scurrility with gibing air; 
Rude laughter teeming like to burſt; 
And malice always judging worſt; 
And vanity with pocket-glals ; 1 
And impudence with front of braſs; 
And ſtudied a ſſectation came, 
Each limb and feature out of frame: 
While ignorance, with brain of lead. 
Flew. hov' ring o'er each female head, 
W av ſhould I ask of thee my. mule, 
An hundred tongues, as poets uſe, 
When, to give every dame her due, 
An hundred thouſand were too few 
Or how ſhould I, alas! telate, 
The {um of all their ſenſeleſs prate ; 
Their innuendo's, hints, and flanders, 
Their meaningsle yd, and double entendres 
Now comes the gen' ral ſcandal charge; 
What ſome invent, the reſt inlarge-_ 
And, Madam, if it be a lye, 
© You have the tale as cheap as I: 
I muſt conceal my author's name, 
But now tis known to common fame. 
S Ax, fooliſh females, bold and blind; 
Say, by what fatal tura of mind, 4 
* re 
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Are you on vices woſt ſevere 


Wherein yourſelves have greateſt ſhare? 
Thus ev'ry fool herfelf deludes, 
The prude condemas the abfeut prudes 5 
Mopfa, who ſtiuks her ſpouſe to death, 
Accuſes Chloe's tainted breath; 


* 


Hercina, ravk with ſweat preſumes 


To cenſure Phillis for perfames ; 
While crooked Cynthia ſneering lays | 
That Florimel wears iron ſtays, 
Chloe of every coxcomb jealous, 


Admires how girls can talk with fellows; | 


And full of indigdation frets, + 
That women ſhould be ſuch coqucts. 
Iris, for ſcandal moſt notorious, *- 


Cries, © Lord, the world is ſo cenſorious 


And Rufs, with her combs of lead, 

Whifpers that Sappho's hair is red: 

Aura, whole rongue you hear a mile 3 

Talks half a day io praiſe of ſilence; 

And Silvia full of inward ein, 5 10 

Calls Amoret an ertant Jilt. 2 K 
No w voices over voices riſe; 


While each to be the loudeſt vies; in 
They conttadict, affirm, diſpute; ' - 


No fingle tongue one moment mute; 


All mad to ſpeak, and noue to hearken 


They ſet the very lap -· dog . 
Their chatterivg makes a louder 


Than fiſh-wives oer t cup of Gio: 


Nor ſchool boys, at a I ont; 
Rais'd ever ſuch- inceſſant rout : ues 
e 
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The jumbling particles of Matter 


* 


o Chaos made not ſuch a Clatter; 
ar leſs the Rabble roar and rail, 


7 hen drunk wi h ſour election Ale. a 


No n do they truſt their tongue alone, 
Bur ſpeak a Language of their own ; 
Can read a Nod, a Shrug, a Look, 

Far better than a printed Book: 
Convey a libel in a Frown, 

And wink a reputation down; 
Or, by the toſſing of a Pan, 

De ſcribe the Lady and the Man. 
But ſee, the Female Club disbands, 
Each; twenty viſits on her hauds. 
Now, all alone, poor Madam ſits, 
In vapours and hyſterick fit: 


; And was not Tom this  Moroing ſent? 


* Id lay my life he never went. 


1* Paſt (ix, and not a living ſoul! 
| © T might, by this, have won a Vole? © 


A dreadſul Interval of {pleen! © 


How ſhall we paſs the time between? 
Here, Betty, let me take my drops, 
And feel my pulſe, I know it flops: 
This Headof mine, Lord, how it ſwims 
And ſuch a pain in all my limbs. N 


Dear Madam, try to take a Nap — 
But now they hear a Foot man's rap: 
* Go run and light the Ladies up: 
* It muſt be One before we. ſup. | 
Thx Table, Cards, and Counters ſet, 
And all the Gameſter Ladiet met, 
| | B Her 
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Her Spleen and Fits recoyer'd quite, 

Oar Spleen can fit up all Night, 

* Whoever comes, I'm not within 

Quadrill the Word, and ſo begin. 
low can the Muſe her Aid impart, 

Unoskilt'd-in all the terms of art? 

Or in harmeplous Numbers put 

The Deal, the Shuffle, and the Cut? 

The ſuperſtitious Whims relate, 

That fill a female gameſter's pate? 

What agony. of ſoul ſhe feels. — 

To ſee a Knave's ioverted Heels? 

She draws up card by card, to find 

Good fortune peeping ſrem behiad. 

With panting Heart, and earneſt Eyes. 

In hope to ſee Spadillo rife; 

In vain, alas! her hope is fed; 
She draws-an ace, and ſees it red. 

Ia ready counters never pays. 
But pawps her ſnufſ-· box, rings and keys, 
with lome new fancy ſtrack, _ 

. Tries fweuty charms io mend her luck. 
* This morning when the Parſon came, 

* Tfaid, I ſhould not win a Game. 

FT This odious chair, how came I ſtuck in't, 
I think I never had good Luck in't,* 
Im ſo uneaſy in my Stays; 

* Your ſan a momeut, if you pleaſe. 
Stand further, Girl, or get you gene, 
I always loſe hen you look 00, 

Ter Madam, you have loſt Co diil; 

- I never faw you play play fo ill. 
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Nay, 


„ 


uy WV ( * 
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„ *© Nay, Madam, give me leave to ſay, 

2 was you that threw the game away, 

n— *< When lady Trickſy play d a four, 
Vou took it with a Matradorc; 

I, © I faw you touch your wedding ring 

* Before my lady call'd a King. 

© You ſpoke a word began with H, 

+ And 1 know whom you mean to teach, 

© Becauſe you held the King of Hearts: 

© Fic, madam, leave theſe little arts. 

That's not ſo bad as one that rubs 

Her chair to call the King of Clubs, 

And makes her partner underſtand 

; A Mattadore is in her Hand. . 

* £9, Madam, you have no cauſe to flounce, 
I ſwear, I faw you thrice renounce. 
And truly, Madam, I know when 

Inſtead of five you ſcor'd me ren, 

Spadillo here has got a mark * 


Ss A Child may know it in the dark: 
I gueſs the hand, it ſeldomfails. 
. I wiſh ſome folks would pare their Nails 


Wax thusthey rail, ſcoſd, and ſtorm, 
, It pa ſſes hut for common form; _ 
nt, And cooſcions that they all ſpeak true, 
They give each other but their due; 
It never interrupts the game, 
Or make them ſenſible of ſhame. 2 ? 
. Tux time tos precious now to waſte, 
And ſupper gobbled up in haſte; 
Again a freſh to Cards they run, 
As if they had but juſt begun. $f 
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But I ſhall uot again repeat 
How oft they iquabble; taarl and cheat, 
At laſt they hear the watchman knock, 
A froſty morn — Paſt four o'Clock 
The Chair-men are not to be found, 
Come, let us play the other round. 
No W, all in haſte they huddle oa 
Their hoods, and clooths, and get them 
M. gene eee 
But firſt the Winner muſt invite 
The Company to-morrow night 
UNLucky Madam, left in tears, 
(Who now again Quadrill forſwears, 
With empty parſe, and acking head, 
Steals to her ſleeping ſpouſe to bod. 


